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	1. Chapter 1

Hiccup ran like his life depended on it, or in this case ran because his life was depending on it. His father had just upset the Nightmare he was supposed to kill, and now the damn thing was after him. Stupid father, stupid Viking nature, stupid everything.

Now everyone was in a panic trying to get him out of the ring while simultaneously trying to fight the dragon back themselves though the chains. In reality their help was only making things worse. No one understood that he could stop all of this in a few seconds.

For the millionth time Hiccup wished Astrid hadn't followed him the day before. He had no choice but to leave and come back to the village so that she wouldn't find Toothless. That would have not gone over well.

Finally, Stoick was able to get around to the gate and pull it open, allowing dozens of Vikings into the arena. Soon the dragon was thrust back into his cage and different villagers began putting out the fires. Gobber was yelling at different people to hurry themselves up and soon everything was brought back to order.

Before anyone could gather themselves to remember how this had started, Stoick grabbed his son and stomped off to the dining hall, Astrid and the others not far behind.

"What the bloody hell was that? You were supposed to kill the damn thing, not try and pet it! What in god's name is wrong with you?"

"Dad I had everything under control! If you hadn't scared it by banging your hammer onto the side then everything would have been fine!" Hiccup tried to stand up for himself, but he had never seen his father so angry before.

Astrid watched the fight from the door. "Then what were you going to do? Because I remember you saying something along the lines of 'I'm not one of them' before offering up your hand up to be eaten by the beast."

"They are not beast! Everything we know about them is wrong, just let me explain-" Suddenly, the air from Hiccup's lungs was gone, and he found himself on his back with his father's fist still clenched in front of him. Hiccup had never been more afraid of anything, not even when Toothless had pinned him against that rock.

"You will explain nothing! You have shamed everything we represent! This village has had to deal with enough of your screw-ups! You are banished from here until I see fit." On the other side of the door, the group gasped but they came to quickly agree with their leader. Hiccup had done something wrong, and he needed to be punished. So for the time being Hiccup would have to live outside the village until his father said he could come back.

Hiccup lay on the ground, pain radiating from his chest and sides. His father's strength had done its damage on the young boy's ribs. It became worse to the point he couldn't see or speak, but just as he began to panic, a gentle purr made him look up to see blurry globes of green hovering above him. Toothless had somehow gotten out of her clearing and come to find him.

=.:^:.=

It took a while, but soon Hiccup was able to stand and move on his own. His ribs were broken and he had some blood in his mouth, but that was the least of his concerns. Toothless refused to leave his side, and she wasn't listening to reason.

"Really Toothless, I'm going to be alright. Just go back to the clearing and I'll meet you there in the morning. I need to find Gobber so he can tape up my ribs." She still wouldn't go.

"Oh FINE! Stay, but at least hide in the trees for now. I don't want anyone to spot you." Finally, the big dragon nodded her head and bounded off into the trees, her black scales hiding her from view.

With that out of the way, Hiccup proceeded to move in the direction of Gobber's house and shop. Every step seemed to make the pain stab to his very core. The streets he used to not even notice seemed to elongate every time he moved forward. Nothing was in focus. It took him several minutes to finally get to what he thought was refuge.

The entire street was dark, the evening candles burnt out from the breeze coming through the windows. Gobber's home was within sight, but his candle was not blown out. That was odd.

Quickening his pace, Hiccup stumbled the last few steps to the window and was about to bang on the door, when voices he didn't want to hear floated to his ears.

"That piece of trash needs to be taught a lesson! Embarrassing our village like that and you too Astrid. He should pay!" Snoutlout's voice was the loudest of the bunch but Gobber's voice was still heard by the rest.

"Now, now. Let's think this through. We all know that Hiccup is a little odd, but that doesn't mean we need to-"

"He's more than that. He's a freak! He shouldn't even be allowed back into the village. And from the looks of earlier I don't think Stoick will let him back any time soon." Astrid didn't sound to upset by that.

"Maybe we should talk to Hiccup first, I mean he is our friend right?" Fishlegs's words made Hiccup perk up a bit, but then Tuffnut opened his big mouth.

"That dweeb was never our friend. We just hung out with him cause of how good he was in training. Ain't that right Ruffnut?" His sister made a grunt of approval.

Hiccup slid down the wall and listened to the rest of the conversation. Most of it was them trash talking him while Gobber and Fishlegs tried to calm them down. It didn't work.

By well past midnight, he had heard their plans to torment him and get his father to banish him from the island permanently. The worst part was that Stoick would probably do it too.

Having heard enough, Hiccup moved away from the shop window and limped toward his home. It took just as much time getting there as it took getting to Gobber's, but he was soon able to fall against the back door and get it open.

Inside, the fire was still burning but Stoick was nowhere to be found. He was probable out killing something somewhere. That was what he did when he was upset with his son.

Upstairs, the warmth of the fire didn't reach Hiccup. His room was a cold, deserted looking place with very little in it besides the basic room essentials. It seemed to scream 'you don't belong here, and you never did!' and he finally listened.

For an hour, Hiccup moved from section to section, picking up different items and placing them on his bed before going to retrieve his saddle bag he had hidden in the closet.

It was a small bag, but still his things didn't fill it. That was everything, his entire life in one small bag. It seemed to really hit home then. Tears of pain and sadness and anger spilt forth from him and nothing could stop them from running down and falling to the floor. This would be the last time he stepped foot in this room, in this house, in this village. There was no coming back after this.

But Hiccup was ok with that because he had someone to help him now; someone sitting outside waiting for him to come out and tell her what was troubling him and making him sad. It would be ok after that, once he talked to Toothless.

The back door was still open when he left, and the fire still burning brightly. Stoick would be home soon but wouldn't suspect anything until he decided it was time to let his son back into the village, if he ever did.

=.:^:.=

Toothless flew silently through the clouds resting just over the village. Hiccup had decided to have one last look around his old home, letting it be his way of saying goodbye.

It really was nothing special; homes, shops, the dock, cliffs. It was still too early for anyone to be out so Hiccup had Toothless land by Gobber's shop. He wanted to collect his drawings and some supplies for where ever he was going.

The door was open enough that Hiccup could just barely squeeze through without making a noise. The door had the worst screech this side of the island. In side he had to maneuver a bit to get to the back.

Everyone was still there; passed out cold from all the food they had eaten. Plotting someone's doom sure made people hungry. But it didn't matter, because by the time they noticed his absence he would be long gone. Dragon's wings could really help someone get around with speed.

Thinking about dragons, Hiccup thought about all the dragons locked up in the arena. They didn't deserve to be locked up and tortured to their death like they were now. He picked up his pace so he would have time to free them.

Most of the things he needed to collect were the designs for Toothless's prosthetics along with any other dragon related equipment that had been made. It was an arm load but eventually he got it all picked up.

Back outside, Toothless waited patiently for her friend to gather his things. Most of it was made of metal and leather but the weight didn't worry either of them too much. Part of the training they did was building her strength so she could carry things with ease, and now it would be put to good use. The last stop was the arena, and then they would be scot free.

As before on previous trips, the dragons from the arena were easy enough to keep calm, but many were skittish from past abuse. The Nightmare flinched at every noise and it broke Hiccup's heart to see such a beautiful beast so broken.

As they left the sun was just toughing the tips of the trees. It was a sight seen almost every day but today Hiccup cherished it. It would most likely be the last time he would see it in his birth place.

=.:^:.=

Stoic was focused on his hunt. He kept replaying everything that had just happened over and over again in his head. Questions that he had never been able to answer resurfaced and began screaming at him.

'Why was Hiccup like this? How could he as his father change him? Where had he gone wrong in teaching him how to be a Viking?' They all took turns using Stoic's brain as a punching bag.

But still none of them were answered.


	2. Chapter 2

So just a reminder for every one.

1. I forgot Toothless was a boy, I started this story like 3 years ago, don't judge.

2. The story line is based on everything that happens before and just after fight with the Nightmare, but I am also going to include some stuff from HTTYD: Gift of the Night Fury

To everyone that was reading gym stories, thank you for being patient with me :)

Now for chapter two!

...

The flight was less than peaceful. Hiccup couldn't sleep because of his ribs, and with every flap of Toothless's wing his body was jostled just enough to leave him with shooting pains in his chest. It was almost unbearable, but he was able to hold out till they reached an island just North East of Berk. It was colder than his home island, if anyone could believe that, but Hiccup hoped it would warm up by the next morning seeing as how the sun set hours ago and hadn't even begun to lighten the sky once again.

From what he could see in the light of the moon, this place was much like his home. The island was made up of beaches that stretched sporadically along the edges of the island. As the island raised in elevation, the flat edges sloped up into hills of grass, which was dying because of the cold, then as they moved up became forests that backed to shear cliffs whenever they branched off toward the raw edge of the island. The center was most likely so thick with trees that even during the day it would seem close to night fall.

Looking up, Hiccup could see all of the stars the human eye could ever hope to catch a glimpse of. He could even make out some he hadn't been able to before due to the lights of his village. But as he continued to watch the specs of light, he realized he was looking up at the same constellations his father had shown him. On the off occasion they weren't too worried about dragons attacking the livestock, Stoick would try and have some 'bonding time' that didn't entail dragons or fighting, and take his son to the hills and teach him how to navigate using the stars. Those memories were some of the only good times where he and his father ever got along, seeing as how the two shared the same passion and knack for memorizing the stars. Stoick always said he got his mind from his mother and his love of stars from him, but that was about all he got from his parents. He didn't know where the rest went.

Shaking his head, Hiccup slid off of Toothless and sat in the sand. "Well Toothless, I did it. I ran away." Toothless lowered himself behind his friend, allowing Hiccup to lay against his side. His body curved so that his head and tail were still in front so he could sake eye contact. The other dragons, who had followed them all the way from Berk, randomly plopped themselves in the sand or on he half varied rocks. "I wonder what we should do now?"

To be honest, he had thought this situation through so many times that he already had a few ideas. He could become a nomad, wondering around random islands until he found one that fit his fancy. That was an appealing thought, but not having any contact with another human being didn't sound so great. Toothless was good company, and dragons weren't exactly bad to have around, but to never have a real conversation again with another human being wasn't Hiccups idea of a fun time.

Then there was the second option. Another village. Now THAT was a whole other bundle of possibilities.

It wasn't uncommon for two villages to be in contact with one another, or even having regular visits between the two. It was, after all, a hostile world they lived in and some had skill are resources that could be traded for something the village needed. It wasn't even that uncommon for marriages between two clans. But it WAS extremely uncommon for one person to leave their village and go to another for no other reason than to run away. Mostly because of the suspicion of WHY that person left. They could be a thief, murderer, or any other such thing that would get someone pushed out of their own clan. Leaving your clan without one of those reasons was, well, unheard of. So getting the new clan to trust him would be extremely hard if he went that rout.

So that just left the third option. Hiccup would become a traveler. Travelers had many different purposes. They acted as messengers, traders, smiths, curriers, and entertainers. They worked almost like the bees in the flowers, moving supplies and knowledge between villages, keeping them healthy. Such as if one clan needed wheat for the winter, but had more than enough livestock. A traveler would be able to tell them that a clan to the south had plenty of wheat crops, but was hit hard by dragons and didn't have enough livestock for meat and wool for the winter. It opened up the possibility for both clans to survive.

Hiccup liked the idea of becoming a traveler. But what about Toothless?

Being as how Toothless would be Hiccups main form of transportation, it could be a problem if anyone found out about him. Scratch that it would be a HUGE problem if anyone found out. Berk wasn't exactly different for hating dragons, and some clans even made a living hunting them for other villages.

But as of now, Hiccup couldn't make any decisions. His body hurt to much, and his eyes were getting heavy. Toothless's gentle breathing was sooting enough that soon enough, Hiccup was able to finally fall into a heavy sleep.

::::::::::

As Hiccup drifted off, he didn't notice the shifting form in the tall grass not 15 yards away. Most of the dragons had noticed, including Toothless, but non felt threatened. As he slept, the form moved closer in, pausing when the Night Fury grumbled warningly. Not wanting to further upset the beasts, the shadow moved back leaving small footprints in the soft sand.

::::::::::

As the sun rose over the water, Hiccup was woken by a sudden coughing fit. He groaned and lifted himself into a sitting position, spitting out a wad of gunk that had accumulated over the night. He became worried when part of it came out red.

"I don't think I'm doing to well Toothless." Hiccup tried to stand, but fell back to his knee when the pain surged back to life. Toothless used his head to support his friend back up to his feet. "Thanks buddy."

As they stood watching the sunrise, Hiccup noticed the Nightmare was paying an extreme amount of attention to something in the sand not far from the start of the long grass. "What'ya got there buddy?" Moving over to the dragon, Hiccup lowered himself down by to investigate. It looked to be small divers in the ground, spaced about a foot to two feet apart. They started in the grass, came out about ten feet then looped back. "What do you think made these?"

Not wanting to be in a new area and have an unknown creature hunting him, Hiccup took a few deep breaths and began moving through the tall grass. For a normal viking, the grass would only reach to about his chin, maybe lower, but to Hiccup it was well over his head. That coupled with the fact that the gras was beginning to die and therefore stick to him as he moved made it extremely difficult to move through. It also didn't help that the Terrible Terror seemed to want to get ahead of him but could only get as far as his feet, making him trip constantly. All of this wasn't helping his ribs and chest feel better.

"So, are all of you guys just coming along for fun or is there a reason?" Hiccup turned around and glanced at the few dragons he could see. Mainly the Nightmare, Terrible Terror, and the Gronckle, who was rolling around creating a tiny meadow around his body. The other dragons weren't far behind. "Well if your going to come along, mind giving me a lift?" The Nightmare flinched, but allowed Hiccup to mount him. The trip afterwards was much easier, but still Hiccups vision was starting to blur.

Toothless was already out on the other side of the grass, frolicking and bounding after a few Winter Hoppers. The tracks were still distinct enough that Hiccup could follow then, but were still unidentifiable in the sand. Still, as they got closer to the soft mud of the fields of short grass, Hiccup became more and more uneasy. The shape was to long to be a bear or other large predator, but to small to be a dragon. And it was something on two legs. There were very few things in his world that walked on two legs.

His vision was getting worse, but he had to make sure of what had seen him last night. Hiccup was almost hoping it was some new breed of dragon that somehow walked on two legs.

But luck was not with him on that day. As the earth became thicker and able to hold its shape, toes, a heal, and every so often the points of fingers from where whoever had been there had tripped could be made out. This was the worst possible scenario Hiccup could think of. A human being, most likely a viking who was part of a village near by, had seen him with the dragons and was probably on their way to get the rest to come and confront him. Not only that, but they were enow stuck, because Hiccup was beginning to couch up blood and he could feel is ribs snap with every strong thrust of his lungs. There was no way he could move to far even on dragon, much less fly.

"Well, this is a problem." Hiccup though as he nudged his ride back in the direction of the beach. He just hoped none slit his throat in the middle of the night


	3. Chapter 3

Hiccup quickly realized that his condition was getting worse. The coughing hadn't stopped, and the pain was becoming unbearable. Toothless was restless along with his friend, pacing around him and nudging at his arm whenever he had a bad fit. Hiccup would have been more worried, except he wasn't able to focus on anything for long. Blood covered most of his face, dripping into his ears and running into his eyes, making it difficult to hear or see. He was dying, he could feel it. He didn't want to die, even if it would make his father happy, or his village, or his former training mates. But he did not want to die, he wouldn't! But it didn't seem he had much of a choice in the matter. The blood loss was starting to make him dizzy.

But even in his state of fuzziness, Hiccup was still able to notice when the dragons became extremely agitated by something to his left. Mostly because the Terrible Terror was squeaking and jumping over his legs, causing his body to jar slightly. He thought he could hear a voice somewhere but he just chalked it up to delirium. Did blood loss cause delirium? Or maybe it was his dead mother, coming to get him. Deaths call as they said. Either way, it didn't matter. The world was becoming dim like a faded memory, the sky blurring everything into a hazy blue as Hiccups eyes began to fall closed. His last thought being that he was glad his last memory would be Toothless looking down at him with his big black face and blue eyes.

-o-

Everything tingled. Not in the normal way, like when you regain blood flow to the foot you sat on to long, more like after you jump into a warm bath and the water is just a little to hot. Not enough to truly burn but something that took some getting used to.

Hiccup liked the feeling. It allowed him to locate his arms and legs and feel where his fingers and toes were. The tingling even allowed him to keep track of time, for whatever that was worth in this black world of the dead. Though it was not what he expected. Hiccup had always believed that the afterlife would be filled with ethereal light and his mother. But this worked too.

As he floated, a strange ticking sound began to emanate all around him. It was annoying to say the least, but Hiccup tried to ignore it. The sound couldn't last forever could it? But it did, for what seemed like it was going to go on for the rest of eternity. Tick tick tick tick tick tick tick tick. It wasn't even steady like a heartbeat. Some ticks were louder, others closer together. The sound was so agitating, Hiccup decided to follow it and see if he could stop it. But the more he followed the sound the more aware of his body he became. At first it was the feeling of his forehead being colder than the rest of his body. Then an ache began to steadily form in his chest. The ticks continued to become louder and more frequent, but now they seemed to coincide with the pain becoming worse and worse. Tick, more pain, tick, the pain began to move down his chest to his arms, tick, the pan became worse again, tick the burning agony had reached down to his stomach and made him feel sick. With every tick Hiccup began to panic a little bit more. He was trapped in this black nothingness where all he could do was feel pain and more pain! Was he wrong before, what this hell? Was loving dragons really a sin in this world? One that would cause this much pain? Hiccup tried to cry out, to beg for forgiveness, even if he could never truly hate dragons, he wanted to beg that the pain be taken away like before. To return to the nothingness of death. Tears started to fall down his face and before long all he cold focus on was the pain that seemed to grip his entire body.

His cries, however, were not a silent as he thought.

A sharp oder suddenly jolted Hiccup out of the black nothingness of pain, and instead thrust him into a bright world of pain and still that unbearable ticking noise! The sudden awakening sent the boy into a gasping fit followed by coughing and more crying. By the Gods he HURT! The pain was to much for him, it almost sent him straight back to the nothingness, but a sharp voice anchored him back to reality.

"Come on now, calm yourself! If you move to much you'll tare my stitches. Just breath, thats is. In and out, iiin and ooout." Gentle hands kept Hiccup from flying off the bed in a panic.

"Alright have you calmed down enough?" Hiccup for the first time began to focus his eyes. First he saw the wood ceiling, then his head snapped back and forth trying to figure out just where he was. Wood wall, a stone fire pit, a boiling pot of something hanging over it, a girl to his right, dirt floors- Wait a GIRL!?

The gentle hands weren't enough to keep Hiccup from flinging himself this time, which was a big let down when his entire body screamed as it made contact with the wall then the dirt floor. The wet towel that had been resting on his forehead slopped onto the floor creating a mud spot. It didn't take long for the mug to turn the white cloth brown.

"Dammit I said DON'T MOVE! Not fly against the wall. Now look your bleeding again." Sure enough Hiccup could feel warm liquid running down his side all the way to his waist and soaking into his pants. He thought absently how he would have to change his cloths later.

But for now he had more pressing matters. "Who are you? What happened? What did you do to Toothless?" More questions came tumbling out but the stranger didn't answer anything, just moved back to give her guest space and let him sit and process his surroundings. It took some time for Hiccup to calm down enough to actually focus on who was sitting across the room.

"Who are you?" The girl, her name unknown as of yet, just continued to kneel against the other wall.

"That doesn't matter at the moment. First I need you to let me treat your cut. If you lose to much blood you'll pass out again." Hiccup finally looked down at himself. All along his left side was a huge gash that went from just under his armpit all the way down to his waist. That was where most of his pain seemed to be stemming from.

"What happened? What did you do to me?" The girl rose from her spot and began advancing. Hiccup gasped and backed up closer to the wall.

"I am not going to hurt you. Do you remember what happened on the beach, before you passed out?"

Hiccup tried to think back. He was dying, he remembered that. The blood flowing from his was every where. So much blood. And Toothless, he was there looking at him and... Wait. Toothless was there, but when he looked down at him, his eyes had been blue. Weren't his eyes green? Hiccup looked up at the girl who had knelt just two feet in front of him. Her eyes were blue. "You were the one who looked at me. You were there." She nodded.

"I saw you the day before, flying in with your dragons. I tried to say hello that night, but they wouldn't let me close to you. When you got worse, I wanted to try and help you. Your lack friend wasn't very happy with me when I had to cut you open like that." She motioned to Hiccups cut.

"You did this?" She nodded. "Why?"

"I have my reasons, but we can discus those later. But I have also seen injuries like this before. Men who are crushed or fall from a great height. Your ribs had broken and pierced your lung. I had to cut you up and try to stop the bleeding. I haven't ever done it before, I have only seen it done, so I didn't know if you would survive but I think I did a pretty good job if I do say so myself." She smiled at Hiccup, flashing her crooked teeth and slanted smile. "Now can I please fix the stitches you just tore?" Hiccup hesitated, but let her come closer. She hadn't killed him yet, so he could let her fix the stitches.

-o-

It didn't take long for the stitches to be fixed, though it did hurt when the needle went through Hiccups flesh. He didn't like the way it felt to have his skin pulled together at sharp points.

While the stranger worked on his side, Hiccup was sucking down a strange tea that she had given him. She said it would help with the pain and boy did it ever. The fuzzy feeling was helping immensely when it came to the pain.

"There." The blue eyed seamstress bit the thread to cut it short and placed the needle away in a box. Hiccup took that opportunity to place his arm back down at his side and lean back against the pillows. He was suddenly vary tired. "Do the stitched feel to tight?"

Hiccup shook his head. "No they just jug a bit when I move. Where are Toothless and the others? I want to make sure they are alright."

The girl stood. "They should be close. None of them have left for long the past two days you slept. Blue Nose has been having a hell of a time keeping them outside." As she moved the door, Hiccup could see her glance back in contemplation. "Afrior."

Hiccup glance up, confused. "You asked me my name. It's Afrior." Hiccup smiled slightly at the name. It meant terribly beautiful.


End file.
